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On the Right Honourable 


| Anthony Earl of Shaftsbury. 


Who died on the. 211t of Fanuary, 168 3. 


—— 


| —— 


H E Buſie Stateſmen who by Toyls unbleſt, . 
Torment themſelves to give their Country Reſt, 
| Thoſe publick Great Firſt-Movers of the State, 
Who almoſt turn the Mighty Wheels of Fate, 

Roul the vaſt Stone like Syſyphrs in vain; 
Whilſt Deaths laſt Call ends a whole Ages Pain. 
The Graves long Rubicon muſt All pals oer, 
 Whence Jaunching Ceſars can return no more. 
Farewel,Great Shaftsbury | Times Sythe can ſtretch 
| Where Malice, Sword, and Axcs nc'er could reach. 
Thy Life, great Stateſman, ſtood in Fate fo hugh, : 

That thou by Nought but Heav ns own Hand couldft 
| Yes, Heaven alone compiles thy Funeral-Urn:* {| die. 
Leſs than the Sun the Phenix ſhall not burn. 
| What did wiſe Solon, or Lycnrgus do? , 
Lycurons di'd like thee, an Exile too. 
And whilſt proud Belgia thy Bones Entombs, 
 Anderiumphs at the Glory it aſſumes, 
Belgia, who in thy Fate has-now done more 
Than all her Trumps or Op4.me cauld before. 
Belgia has vanquiſht more in thy one Grave, 
Than all the Wounds her Thunder ever gave. 
Acep then thou AQiv'ſt of Mankind : Oh make | 
"Thy laſt low Bed, and Deaths long Requiem take ; ; | 
Thou who whilſt living kept'ſt the World awake. 
Oh, may thy Funeral-Rites walk that large round, 
Till to thy Weſtern-ſhore thy Lois reſound ; 
Till Carolina ſhall in Mourning ſtand, 
With all the- Cypreſs of a Widow'd Land. 
Let Fools and Knaves through their falſe Opticks find 
Thy Spots, and be to all thy Brightneſs blind. 
Let Envy all her monſtrous Forms ſuggeſt, 
And lodge the Raven in the Eagles Neſt. 

Let 'em Rail on, and vent their hurtleſs Gall, 
Whilſt Shaftsbury's Renown ſurmounts 'em all. 
From his clear Fame the diſſoly'd Clouds ſhall throw, 
And leave the Earthy Vapours all below, 
Yes, Mighty Man, lay.thy great Reliques down, 
Thou Idol of the Croud, Dread of the Crown ; 
Shaftsbury in popular Arts and Hearts ſo learn'd 
- As with his Weight the Scale of Nations turn'd : 
To Him the Kingdoms Genius bended low ; 
The Thrones beſt Friend, or formidableſt Foe. 

If the beſt Gifts which the kind Stars diſpenſe, 


The higheſt Prodigies of Wit and Seale, 


\'] 


For Immortality Foundations lay ; 

No Greater Soul e're Jodg'd in Walls of Clay. 
Swittly his reſtlets Orb of Fire went round, 

And Light and Warmth we from his Influence found, 
His kindeſt Rays and temperater Heat 

The Proteſtant ſtill-favour'd Climates met : 

There his beſt Aſpect ſmil'd ; whilſt Rowe alone 


| Felt all the Fury of his Torrid Zone. 


This was the Cauſe did ſuch great Foes engage 
With ſuch keen Malice, and ſuch Mortal Rage. 
For this ſo high the Roman Vengeance boyls 
With Fires more hot than their old Smithfield-ples, 
But Heaven's kind Call has all their Engines croſt, * 


| Heav'n that has lodg'd thee on that ſafer Coaſt, 6 
 Whence thou lookſt down and ſeeſt thy mighty 


[Hunters loſt. 


—__—_— 


EPITAPH. 


" J'Nder this Stone does Sleeping lye 
All that was Earth of Shaftsbury. 


— 


Bur tuneral-Tears and weeping Eyes 


Infallibility denies. 


' Whilſt his wiſh'd Death's enough to be 


The Subject of a Jubilee. 

A more {worn Fo2 to Roman Pride 
Not Hannibal himſelf e'er did. 

For which his Deathleſs Fame below, 
His Soul above-—- His Soul--- Ah, no ! 
From Heav'n's lockt oyt too ſure, if they 
Who ſucceed Peter keep the Key. + 
Doom'd to Hells hotteſt burning Seat, 

Ii the Popes Curſe can do the Feat. 

If Papal Rage and Roman Spight 

For any but themſelves Hell-fire can light. 


FINIS. 


—_— 


Entredaccozding es Diver. 0 
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